CHAPTER 28 


May 8, 2011 


“Jesus, why is it that I’m the only one in my entire school that doesn’t study.” 


Justin starred up at the ceiling from his couch. He had called up Chie, Yu, hell even 
Yosuke to see if they wanted to do something today, but alas, it seemed they were 
too preoccupied with their studies to spend time with their good pal Justin. He had 
considered calling Yukiko up as well, though, he decided against it for a number of 
reasons. The first and foremost was that he didn’t actually HAVE Yukiko’s number. 
He had the Inn’s number, but Justin nearly had a heart-attack anytime he needed to 
ask for someone else on the phone. He didn’t know exactly why, mind you, but he 
did. Besides, did he really want to hang out with Yukiko of all people? | mean, sure, 
she’s nice and all, but Justin would just have to stop and explain the concept of a 
joke every five seconds. Besides, she’s at the top of the class; no doubt she was 
studying too. 


Justin sighed as he took a drag at his cigarette. He was bored out of his goddamn 
mind. He tried playing video games to kill some time, but alas, you can only play a 
game so many times before it gets stale. Which could be said of Justin’s entire 
game collection; save maybe Splatterhouse 2010. It wasn’t a particularly good 
game, but Justin was absolutely in love with it. Even then, he really didn’t play it 
that often; partially because he was afraid it would lose its charm if he did. He 
watched television for a good half-hour too, but after flipping through what felt like 
a thousand channels and finding nothing on, Justin gave up on that as well. Hell, he 
even briefly considered studying. At least then he’s be doing SOMETHING. 


He took one last drag of his cigarette before putting it out in the ashtray. He had an 
idea, though it was admittedly terrible. He opened his cell-phone, punching in a few 
numbers. He had started beating himself up over the call the minute he had 
finished dialing the number. He had to be out of his mind to think this would be a 
good idea. It took a good thirty seconds or so before the phone picked up. Justin 
almost felt a twinge of relief as he anticipated the sound of voicemail, snapping him 
out of his delusions. But alas no, Justin was snapped back into his anxiety attack as 
the all too familiar voice he had dreaded hearing picked up on the other end. 


“Hello?” 
“Hey, Kurt. It’s Justin.” 


Kurt practically jumped for joy on his end as he heard Justin’s voice. Or at least, it 
certainly sounded it form Justin’s end. 


“Hey! What’s up.” 


“You busy today?” 
“Huh? No, not really. Why? Need some help with that Maya thing?” 


“No, nothing like that. I’m bored out of my goddamn mind and | wanted to see if 
you wanted to do something.” 


Justin had to be out of his mind if he thought a 19-ish or so year old that managed 
an entire tobacco peddling ring would be wasting his time hanging out with a 
sixteen year ol- 


“Yeah, sure.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah, business has been slow so it’s not like | got much to do either.” 


Justin was more than a little confused. He had known this would be a dumb idea 
from the beginning, yet it still worked? He simply couldn’t wrap his mind around it. 


“I'll swing by your house in a minute, just got to finish checking the inventory.” 
“Alright, see you then.” 


Justin hung up the phone, his face in his hand. What the fuck am | doing...? 


An hour or so passed before Kurt knocked at the front door. Justin had wondered 
what had taken so long, until he opened the door. Kurt had apparently decided to 
pick up some pizza on the way over. | guess he hadn’t considered that they might 
be going somewhere else. Still, it smelled good, and Justin hadn’t eaten anything 
yet, so he wasn’t complaining. He just hoped there were anchovies, though he 
realized how unlikely that was. Everyone hates anchovies. 


“Hey Kurt. Hello Pizza.” 


Kurt couldn’t help but smirk as he made his way in the house, dropping the box on 
the counter before opening it to reveal what kind he had gotten. Justin could not 
help but fist pump behind Kurt’s back. There WERE anchovies. Fuck yes! 


“| haven’t eaten yet, so | figured, why not.” 
“Don’t eat breakfast either?” 
“Nope. Makes me sick to my stomach.” 


Justin couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow, his arms crossed against his torso. Ever 
meet someone that was so much like you they could have been your long-lost 


brother/sister? That’s pretty much what Justin felt about Kurt right now. He 
shrugged his shoulders, snapping himself out of his thoughts as he went to grab 
some plates from the cupboards. 


“So how have things been?” Kurt spoke up from the pizza box, grabbing a slice 
before Justin had finished grabbing the plates, much to Justin’s displeasure. Wa/t 
like five seconds before you make a mess in my house, Jesus fucking Christ. 


“Not much different since the last time | saw you.” 


“Nah, man. | meant since | saw you like, two years ago. We haven't really gotten a 
chance to catch up.” 


Justin handed Kurt a plate, before placing a few slices on his own. It was hard to say 
if anything was different, since he didn’t really remember much from then. 


“You’re going to have to be a lot more specific, you Know what my memory is like.” 
“Shit. Sorry, | keep forgetting.” 
“It’s no big deal...” 


Kurt shook his head. It really wasn’t a big deal, at least not to Justin, but it sure 
seemed like it was to Kurt. 


“Well... What do you think of Inaba? Like it more than Cali?” 


Justin raised an eyebrow, taking a bit of his pizza in the process. Hot damn that was 
good pizza... and hot damn it was really fucking hot! He could not feel his tongue 
anymore. He felt like he had just burned off every taste bud in his body. He forced 
himself to swallow the bit in his mouth, even though he felt like spitting it out onto 
the plate and saving him some pain. As the fire in his mouth cooled, Justin returned 
his attention to Kurt’s question. His really fucking stupid question. 


“Compared to California? Guess we’re not setting high expectations.” 


Kurt laughed slightly, taking a bite at his pizza. He had been looking around the 
house taking in the sights. Justin took a quick look at Kurt’s plate to see the 
anchovies scrapped off the top. Justin couldn’t help but smirk. At the very least, Kurt 
knew what Justin liked on his pizza, though that begged the question why he didn’t 
just go half and half with the toppings. 


“You know Kurt, I’ve been meaning to ask. What exactly ARE you doing in Inaba?” 
Kurt turned his head towards Justin, a look of confusion on his face. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Well, why come all the way out here? You already had a customer base in San 
Diego. And Inaba? Don’t take this the wrong way, but this place is in the middle of 
nowhere. I’m surprised you’ve even heard of it.” 


Kurt adjusted his fedora, as he normally did, his smile flattening out slightly. 


“Well, you can’t keep a business as big as mine without running into trouble with 
the law.” 


“So you're a fugitive.” 

“So to speak.” 

“Alright, so that answers why you’re not in California. Why Inaba.” 

“Well a cousin of mine had his wedding here. | guess | just really liked the place.” 
“Based off a wedding?” 

“Yep.” 

“So what was the reality like?” 

“Would you be surprised if | told you | liked it more than expected?” 

“Kinda.” 


Kurt smirked, placing his plate on the counter before sticking his hands in his jacket 
pockets again. 


“It’s a small town, so you get to know everyone relatively quick. | like that sense of 
community you know.” 


Justin couldn’t help but groan. He liked Inaba a lot too, but certainly not because of 
it being a tight-knit community. Hell, that was probably the one thing he DIDN'T like 
about Inaba. He hated feeling like everyone knew each other, that everyone might 
know him. It was disturbing to say the least. Kurt apparently noticed the noise Justin 
made, because almost immediately he had burst into a fit of laughter. 


“You make it sound like that’s a bad thing!” 
“It is for me.” 


“Ah, you'll get used to it. | mean, you look like you’re settling in nicely anyway. Got 
the house to yourself, still in school, got yourself a girlfriend.” 


“Again, | never confirmed that.” 


“You didn’t need to.” Kurt smirked. “How’s it going between you two anyway?” 


Justin groaned. Why the hell did people care so much about his love life? It wasn’t 
any of their business to begin with, not to mention it’s completely uninteresting. 


“It’s only been a week.” 


“That’s a week more than I’ve ever done.” Kurt said, slapping his hand onto Justin’s 
shoulder. Justin couldn’t help but raise his eyebrow. 


“Wait a second... You’ve never...?” 
“Nope.” 

“Jesus, how is that even possible.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Come on, you are by all accounts the ideal lady-killer. You got the 5’o clock 
shadow, that kinda long but not really hair style, and god don’t even get me started 
on that fucking smile of yours.” 


“Are you hitting on me?” 
“Ask that again and there will be hitting involved.” 


Kurt laughed. He hadn’t actually thought Justin was hitting on him, though Justin 
seemed to think he did. 


“| think the keyword here was lady-KILLER.” 
“They don’t actually kill ladies, Kurt.” 

“Some of them do.” 

“And the word for those people is murderer.” 


The two’s conversation was interrupted by the sound of knocking at the front door. 
Justin took a quick glance out the window. It was pouring out, much to Justin’s 
pleasure. He loved rain. However, that begged the question what the hell someone 
was doing at his house in the pouring rain. Justin wasn’t even sure who it could be, 
given that all his friends were studying. Or at least he thought so until he opened 
the door, Chie practically rushing in to get out of the rain, practically slamming the 
door behind her. Which really should have been Justin’s job, seeing as how it was 
HIS DOOR, but whatever. 


“Chie? | thought you were studying.” 


She puffed slightly, as though she had run a marathon to get into the house. She 
was soaked from head to toe, her body shivering from the cold. 


“It’s a long story. My parents were giving me crap about my grades, so | decided to 
take a walk... But then it started raining, and...” 


“And my house just happened to be the closest thing nearby.” 


Chie sneezed loudly, her arms wrapped around each other as she tried to warm 
herself up. She had a bit of a sniffle, her nose flinching nearly every two seconds to 
keep the mucus in her nose from falling to the floor. It was amazing she hadn’t 
gotten sick from running through the rain like that, though it certainly looked like 
she was getting one. 


“Y-yeah...” 
“Alright, I’ll be right back.” 


Justin ran up the stairs to grab a spare blanket from his closet. He wasn’t just going 
to let her shiver like that. As he rushed up the stairs, Chie caught a glimpse of Kurt 

out of the corner of her eye. She was completely surprised, though you couldn't tell 
from her voice. Her nose was starting to get stuffed up, so it came out more nasally 
than anything. 


“Kurt? W-What are you doing here.” 

Kurt looked at, slightly concerned. 

“Oh. Well, Justin called me up and asked if | wanted to hang out.” 

Chie simply raised her eyebrows in confusion. 

“But... aren’t you like twenty?” 

“In a couple of months I'll be, why?” 

“Shouldn’t you be hanging out with people your own age?” 

“Pfft, people my age are the worst. Do yourself a favor kid, don’t grow up.” 


Chie wasn’t sure if that was supposed to be an insult, or a compliment. She decided 
to smile in response. If it had been a compliment, then she had more or less 
acknowledged it. But if it had been an insult, then her smiling at it would probably 
piss Kurt off, as though his insult did absolutely nothing to her. 


“’Sides, Justin’s always cool with me.” 


Chie just shook her head in agreement, before turning her attention towards the 
pizza box on the counter. 


“You guys ordered pizza?” 


“Well, | picked it up. | didn’t have breakfast, so... yeah. Why, you want a slice?” 
“What kind?” 
“Pepperoni and Anchovies.” 


Chie’s eyes widened with surprise. She had thought she was the only one who put 
anchovies on her pizza. Most of her friends thought it was pretty weird, so she was 
more than a little surprised to see the two of them eating them. 


“You guys like Anchovies?” 
“Nah, Justin does, but | hate the stuff. | just sorta peel them off.” 


Justin finally made his way back into the living room; a blanket wrapped around one 
arm, some clothes in the other. He knew they probably wouldn't fit, but he figured 
he’d at least offer them to her. It’s not like staying in wet clothes was going to do 
her any good. He threw the blanket over her shoulders, letting her grab at each 
end, to tug them over her body. 


“Thanks.” 


“No thanks needed ma’am. | got some old clothes from the closet too. Didn’t know 
if you wanted to get out of those wet clothes for now.” 


Chie raised an eyebrow. She wasn’t sure if Justin was trying to be nice or trying to 
get her to strip in his house. Either way, she figured she'd be fine if she just wore 
the blanket around her neck for a while. 


“I'll pass.” 
“Figured as much anyway.” 


Justin shrugged before throwing them on the couch. He didn’t feel like running all 
the way up stairs to put them away. Besides, they’d be there if Chie changed her 
mind. 


“Alright, so what’d | miss?” Justin added, clasping his hands together. 
“Nothing really. Was just going to offer her a slice of pizza.” 

“With anchovies?” 

“What? | like anchovies.” 


Justin, turned his head towards Chie, his eyes wide in pleasant surprise. He felt like 
giving her the world’s biggest hug right now. | mean, fucking anchovies! Surely this 
was the woman of his dreams. 


“Well | guess that answers that question.” Kurt chuckled. “So, want a slice?” 
“S-sure.” 


She was still shivering from the cold, despite the blanket, so she occasionally 
stuttered over her words like that. Chie made her way over to the counter, as Kurt 
busily dumped the remains of his crust into the trash, before loading a slice on his 
plate for her. He didn’t really think it was necessary to get another plate out for the 
same thing, especially if he was done using his. After she grabbed the plate, she 
made her way over to the couch, sitting down on the blanket so as not to get the 
couch wet. Justin soon followed, though Kurt decided to stand. Really, he thought 
now would be a good time to leave the two to their business, but it was coming 
down hard outside. He was polite, but not stupid. 


“So what’d your parents say?” 


“The usual s-stuff. You'll never get into college with these grades. We’re not wasting 
money for you to s-slack off.” 


Justin was having a hard time telling if Chie was crying or if it had just been a stray 
raindrop dripping from her hair. 


“Jeeze... I’m sorry.” 

“Why? It’s not your fault...” 

“It kinda is.” 

Chie looked at him confused. 

“| could have helped you study more, you know.” 
“But you don’t study...” 

“I'd make an exception.” 


Justin shot her a small grin, which in return prompted Chie to smile back. It probably 
wouldn't help, given how much Justin paid attention in school, but it was the 
thought that counted. Kurt couldn’t help but smile at the two from a distance. He 
still felt like he was intruding on something, though he was almost happy he was. It 
warmed his heart seeing the two like this. 


“S-so what have you two been talking about?” 
“Well, Kurt only got here a couple minutes before you, so not much.” 


Although it was true, Justin was simply trying to deflect the question. They had 
pretty much been talking about their relationship before Chie showed up; there was 


really no need for her to think that Justin was telling every human being he knew 
about the two of them. 


OP es 


She sniffled again as the word left her mouth. Her cell-phone started to ring, though 
she made no motion towards the phone. She already knew who it was, and she had 
no intention on talking to them. 


“You know, you really should answer that.” 

“Why? They’re just going to bitch me out anyway...” 
“They’re probably just concerned with all this rain.” 
“You think s-so...?” 

“If I'm wrong, you can always hang-up.” 

Chie looked at Justin like he was insane. 

“They'll kill me if | do that!” 

“| used to do it all the time. Trust me.” 


Chie looked at Justin with concern in her eyes. She did trust Justin, though she 
wasn’t sure if she could trust him on this. Still, she stuck her hand into her pocket, 
pulling out her cellphone. She flipped it open, carefully pressing it to her head 
before speaking. 


“H-hello?” 


Justin couldn’t make out what Chie’s parents had said, but it was certainly loud. 
Chie bit her bottom lip is she flipped the phone close. She wasn’t sure whether she 
should be pissed at Justin or not. He had told her they weren’t going to yell at her. 


“S-See..?” 
“Give it a second.” 


The phone started ringing again. Clearly Chie’s parents were less than pleased that 
Chie had hung up on them. She went to flip the phone back open when Justin 
interrupted her. Kurt couldn’t help but smirk from the corner. Justin probably didn’t 
remember, but he was the one that taught him this trick. 


“Don’t.” 


Chie paused, starring at him for a second. So far he had been wrong about one 
thing, she wasn’t sure she was willing to risk him being wrong about two. None-the- 


less, she let the phone-ring. It stopped ringing for a brief moment before it started 
back up again. 


“Alright, pick up the phone this time, but act like you can’t hear them on your end.” 
She flipped the phone open. 
“H-hello?” 


The sound of angry voices filled the room again. Hell, even Kurt could hear it from 
half-way across the house. Justin realized that Chie had been waiting for her parents 
to stop screaming before saying hello again, so he rolled his hands around, 
signaling her to keep going. 


“Hello?” 


“Alright, say “again?” and then hang up.” Justin whispered carefully, making sure 
her parents couldn’t hear him over the phone. 


She nodded. 
“Again? Jeeze...” 


She clicked the phone shut again. Justin hadn’t told her to add the jeeze part in at 
the end, but it was a nice touch. Made it sound more natural. The phone rang again, 
Chie growing more and more pissed at Justin as their plan moved along. Clearly 
they weren’t buying it. 


“Alright, hand me the phone.” 


Chie was a little reluctant at first, not sure what exactly Justin was hoping to do, but 
she handed it over none-the-less. Justin carefully opened the phone, carefully 
placing it against his skull. 


“We're sorry, the number you are trying to reach is out of service. Please try again, 
or press 1 for more options.” 


Justin was relieved that he couldn’t hear the slightest sound of a button being 
pushed on the other side; rather, the sound of the phone being dropped back into 
the receiver. He smirked as he closed the phone and handed it back over to Chie. 


“And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how you do it.” 


Chie starred at the phone for a couple of seconds, expecting it to ring again at any 
moment. It didn’t. Kurt simply smirked. His trick still worked, much to his pleasure. 


“| can’t believe that worked.” 


“Always does.” 


